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her lips did not tremble, and her small, exquisite hands were steady.
"Lieutenant Lucja, I hear you work yourself to death. You'd better have some rest during the few hours that remain Oh, well, you may laugh at me for saying these things to a seasoned soldier such as you Never mind. No changes in your orders, Lieutenant"
"Thank you, sir. I'm gkd to see you in good spirits/* Lucja smiled,
"How about you, Aneri?" Christopher turned to me. "How's the heart? No surprises now, remember "
"It's all right, sir. I don't think it will bother me."
"It better not. Couldn't you postpone your heart trouble for the duration, eh, Anen^'"
"Yes, sir," I said readily.
"Get Kruk to check on it for you, will you? He's a heart specialist, you know/'
"I will, sir, Thank you, sir."
I shot a glance at the small, dried-up figure of Colonel Kruk standing behind Christopher in his bkck-nmmed glasses and seedy black suit He smiled at me, as if saying, "111 see what I can do for you, Lieutenant**
Suddenly Christopher seemed to recall something.
"Aneri," he said, "how about going over to the whole^ sale tobacco stores to see if you can get some cigarettes for our men? You ought to know what strings to pull there from your own long experience in the business.**
"Ill see what I can do," I said modestly.
The meeting was breaking up. Hearty handshakes and murmured words of farewell:
"See you on the barricade."
"In the operating room."
"At the post"
"If God's willing,"
"Keep your chin up and don't waste bullets "